CHAPTER III

MY little steam-boat has been making way
all night against the current of the majestic
river, journeying towards the north. Daybreak
finds us continuing the same peaceful naviga-
tion through this Indo-Chinese bush, the end-
less curtains of which were so black under the
stars, but are become glorious now in the sun-
light. Banana -palms, cocoanut- palms, man-
groves, bamboos, rushes, packed close together
in a serried and endless mass. At first sight one
might think the country was uninhabited; but
looking more closely one sees dearly enough
how cunningly its opulent green mantle has been
penetrated underneath by the human microbe.
Here and there tracks, such as might be made
by the beasts of the forest, debouch from
beneath the trees and lead to the river. They
are the first indication of the villages. As we
pass them at close quarters, the perfumes of
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